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Jftwg. No more that T&flvr of Cawdor ftiall deceiuc 
OutBofomeintcreft : Goc pronounce his prcfent death, 
And with hte former Title greet Mmcfatb* 
fyffc. He fee it done- 

King , What he hath loft,Nob!e Macbeth hath wonne. 


Scend Teriia* 


TheTragedko/z%Tacbetk 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches* 

I > Where haft thou beene,Sifter ? 

2. Killing SwSue. 

3. S ifler, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe f 
And mounchr*8& mounch^and mounche : 

Glue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch|the rumpe-fed Konyon cryes. 
Her Husband** to Aleppo goac,Maftcro'di r Tgrr i 
But in a Sync He thithci faylc. 
And like a Rat without atayle, 
He doc f lie doe^nd lie doe« 

2* lie giue thee a Winde* 

I* TVart kinde. 

3. Arid I another* 

1* I my felfc haue all the other? 
And the very Ports they blow, 
AH the Quarters that they know* 
I'th* Ship-mans Card* 
He dreyne himdricasHay s 
Sleepe (ball ney thcr Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Peot-houfe Lid ; 
He /hall line a man forbid : 
Wear ic Seu 'nigh ts,nine times nine^ 
Shall he dwindle^eake^andpine : 
Though his Barke cannot be loft, 
Yet it fiialibc Tcmpeft-toft. 
Lookc what 1 haue. 

2, Shew me, (hew me- 

1 . Here I hauc a Pilots Tlwrobe, 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum mthm, 

3> A Drummc, a Drumme ; 
M&zbtih doth come, 

jfH* The weyward Sifters,hand in hand * 
PoSers of the S*a and Land, 
Thu$doe got, about , .about, 
Thrice to thtne,and thrice to mine. 
And thrive agame # to make vp nine* 
Peace,the Channel wound vp. 


Enter Mwbeth md I! an fas* 

Mucirl So fbule and faire a day I hauc not feene, 
Hanqfto* How farre U't called to Saris? What are theft, 
So wither'd, and fo wilde in their attyre* 
Thar lookenot fife trVlnhabitanti oWEarth, 
And yet are on't ? Line you>of arc you aught 
That man may queftion ? you feeme to vndcrfland tBt M 
By each U once her choppie finger laying 
Vpon her sktnnie Lips; youfhouldbe Wotnefy 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprets 
That you are fo a 


3* 
1. 


Mac. Speake if you can : what arcyouT 
I . All haile Macbeth $ h*\\z to thee !fiW G f r , 
* m All haile MMtMjttoblc to thee Tb*** ln^* 
3. All haile ^fcr^tfaac flialt beKing he r do ' 
Tm^ Good Sir,why doe you flan 3 and f ce r * 
Things that doe found fo faire ? i'th* na me of T^ 11 
Are ye fantafticall.or that indeed Ulh 
Which outwardly ye ft ew ? My Noble Partne 
You greet with prefent Grace,and great predi flu 
Of Noble hauing,aiid of Roy all hope, n 
That he feemes wrapt withal] : to me you f DPS i 
If you can look? into the Seedes of Time, mt 
And £ty,which Graine will grow^and which will 
Speake then to me, who neyther begge>iaojfeare 
Your fauorsj nor your hate, 
Hayle, 
Hayie. 
Hayle. 

Leffer then Macbeth^nd greater. 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer* 

3. Thou {halt get Kings^though thou be none; 
So all haile Macbtthjxxd Bmquo. 

I . UdmfM&nd Macbeth, all haile, 

M*ch Stay you imperfe£ Speakers,eeH me more . 
By Siwtb death,! know I am Tham of Glamis 
But how,of Cawdor ? the Thaw of Cawdor liL 5 * 
A profperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stand* not within theprofpe&of beleefe/ 
No more then to be Cawdor, Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence^ why 
Vpon this blaftcd Heath you flop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, I charge yo«, Witches vmL 

BAn^ The Earth h3th bubbles } as the Water haV, 
And thefe are of them ; whither arc they vaniflb'd? 

Maeb. Into the Ay re : and what feem'd corporal^ 
Melcedjas breath into the Windc. 
Would they had ftayU 

*Bimq* Were fuch things here,as we doe fpcake about? 
Or haue We eaten on the infane Roor # 
That takes the Reafon Prifonrr ? 

M*cb. Your Children fhall be Kings* 

Sd»q, You fhall be King. 

MAcb* And Thme of Cawdor too : went ic not fo? 

Banq, Toth'fclfe-fatne tune ; and word*; who's here? 

Enter Kgjfr and Ategw* 

Roff** The King hath happily rtcsiu%%iad*th* 
The newes of thy fucceffe; and when her cades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fighr, 
His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fhould be thinCjOr his : filenc d with that, 
In viewing o're the reft o'thTelfe-fame day, 
He findes thee in the ftouc Norweyan Rankes* 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale 
Can poft with poft, and euery onedidbeare 
Thy pray fes in his Kingdomes great defence. 
And powr^d them downe before bim. 

Wee are fent, 
To giue thee from our Roy all Matter thaaH 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee, 

Roffi. And for on earneft of a greater Honor, 
HebadmCifrombim^ali thee Than* of Cawdor? 

In 
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-^^2^^^^^ moft worthy Thane, 
tnt iz is thine. 
ifcfKf . Wh«,can the Deuill fpeake true ? 
filtich ThcTA^of Cawdor'Iiues: 
iVbV y° u ^ rc< ^ c mc m borrowed -Robes? 

jit?. Who W3s the Tw^Jiues yetj 
Bnaoder heauie lodgement bear £s thac Life, 
Which he defcrues to loofe, 
whether he was combinM with thofe of Norway, 
n./lid Ivne cheRcbcll with hidden helpe, 


or ihac with both he labour'd 


m|is Couiureyes Wfaeke,! know not ; 
But Trcafons Capitali,eonfefs'd,and prou'd, 
jljiae ouerchrowne him. 

Glamys,atid 7%we of Cawdor: 
^egrearcft is behindc. Thahkes for your paines, 
Poeyou not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
VVhen ihofe that gauc the %hane of Cawdor to mc^ 
pfomts'dnolcffecothem. 

<g&nq» That truBed home, 
g^joht yet enkindlcyou vnto theCrownc, 
gefijes the Than* of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange : 
Andoftcntime^jto winnevs to out harmCj 
Yhelnftrumerits of Ddrknefle tell vs Truths* 
\Yinncvs with honefl Triflcs^to becray's 

Coufins, a word, I pray you, 

Mwb> Two Truths arc told, 
As happy Prologues to the fwelliug A 6b 
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thankc you Gentlemen : 
Xhis fppevnaturall folHciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good* 
If ill? why hath it giuen me earneft of fuc-ceffe 3 
Commencing in a Truth f I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good? whydoclycctd to that fuggeftion, 
Whofe horrid Image doth vnHve my Heire, 
And make my feared Heart Vnock at tnyRibbes^ 
Againft the vfe of Nature ? Prefenc Feares 
Areleffc then horrible Imaginings : 
My Thought, whofe Murthcr yet is but faiitaflicall^ 
Shakes fo myfingle flare of Man, 
Tint Ftm&lon b tbother'd in fiirmife, 
And nothing is, but what js not, 

B&tftf* Looke how our Partner's tapt, 

Mwbm If Chance will- hauc rae Kingj 
Why Chance may Crown e mv y 
Without my Sir re. 

Burnt]. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrangeGarrnentSjCleaue not to their mou!d > 
But with the aid of vfe. 

Mack Come what eoine may, 
Time^and the Hoitre,runs through the roughefl Day. 

Bmq* Worthy xJ&Ucfctb 3 wee ftay vpon your ley- 

Macb, Giue me yotir fauour : 
My (ItiUBraine was wrought with things forgotten. 
KindcGentIancn,yoik p^ines arc regifired-. 
Where c-uerydayl turne the L;c»fe* 
To read c them, 

tetvs toward the King: thinkevpou' 
What hath chane'd : and at more .time, 
The hterim I12 u i n g w ei £ hM itjktVJ Ipeake 
Out free Hearts each toother. 

B&ncj 9 Very gladly, 

Mmbi Till then enough ; 
Come friends, Exeunt* 


Seem Qmrta* 


F/ourifh. Enttr K 'wgJucnox^Mdcoime^ 
QwdbaiWi md Attendants* 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Or noc thofe in Commiffion yet return'd ? 

M&L My Liege, they are nor yet comeback. 
But I hauc fpoke witfi one thaeTaw him die : 
Who did rcportjthac very frankly hee 
Confcfc'd his Trcafons,irftplor'd your HighnciTe Pardon, 
And fet forth a decpe'Repencancc 
Nothing m his Life became him, 
Like the leauing ii Hee dy'dc, 
hs one that had bcene ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd, 
As 3 t were a carclefie Trifle, 

King* There's no Arc,, 
To finde the Mindes conftrtifrion in the Face ; 
He was a Gentleman 3 on whom I built 
An abfoIuceTrufl. 

Enter A^cbetb^Bmqfto^offe^and jfngm. 

0 worthy eft Coufin, 

The finne of my IngratUude euen now 
Was heauie 011 mc, Thou an fo farre before, 
That fwifteft Wing of Recompense is flow, 
To oucrcake thee. Would thou hsdft le(fe deferu'd, 
That the proportion both of chanks,and payment* 
Might hauc Becoe mine : onely I hauc left to fay» 
More is thy doc T chen more then all can pay. 

Jllacb. The fernice.and the loyalue I owe, 
In doing it,payes it felfe* 
YourHighncfle p3i r t,is to receiue our Duties : 
And our Duuc^ are to you r Throne,an d State, 
Chiidren,and Seruants; which doc but what they fliould. 
By doing euery thing fafe toward your fcoUe 
And HoE^or. 

Kivg. Welcome hither : 

1 hiiie begun to plant thee,and will labour 

To vnake thee full of growing* Noble Banqao, 
Thar ha ft no leffe defer u*d ? nor aiuft be knowne 
No IclTc to haue done fo : Let me enfold thee^ 
And hold thee to my Heart* 
"Bancj. There if 1 grow, 
The Haruefi is your owne. 

King* My plenreous loyeSj 
Wanton in fulneffe/eeke to hide tbemfclues 
Indrops of fcrrow- Sonnes^Kinfmen.T/j^f/, 
1 And you whofe places are the neareft, know, 
j We will cftablifii our Eftate vpon 
Our eideftj.W^/wjwhom we name hereafter, 
The Printe of Cumberland : which Honor muft 
Nor vnaccompanied^nueft him onely, 
Bur figncs of NobIetieflc ? like Starres,fliall (hine 
On all deferuers. From hence to Enyerncs, 
And binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor, which is not vs'd for you ; 
He be my felfe the Berbengcr,and make ioy full 
The hearing of my Wife^witbyour approach; 
So humbly take my Ieaue. 
King. My worthy Cawdor* 
Mrfrf.The Prince of Cumberland: that is a flep 3 
On which I muft fall downe, or elfe o're-Ieape, 

m m For/ 



